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Getting Off 


The sun was bright and, just a few feet away, David could hear the traffic down on Hollywood Boulevard. He'd 
been in the city just a few short days, eighteen and straight off the farm. Other than Greg, he knew no one 
else. Not that David minded. He had his best friend with him and they were getting ready to strike it big. 


Walking into their apartment building, David smiled at the noise coming from the apartment beside the 
entrance. Loud, thundering music echoed from beyond its walls, a sound that made David tingle with excitement. 
That was what he wanted to do. He'd seen the apartment's occupant a few times, a man with a thick mane of 


orange hair and a look that said he was going to make a person scream one way or another. 


Before his thoughts could wander elsewhere, David scampered up to his own apartment. Greg wasn't home, his 
friend having gone out to do the same thing David had done; look for a job. They'd started with all the places 
they wanted to work; music stores, movie theatres and places that wouldn't give a shit if they spent most of 


the time slacking off. If they didn't hear from those, well, there were other places that would hire them. 


Kicking off his sneakers, David made his way into his room. Somewhere between the front door and his room, 
the screaming music had stopped. David paused and frowned his eyes widening a little when he heard a soft 


moan drift up from the paper thin floor. A soft smile twitched his lips as another, more manly voice, joined 


the other. His cock twitched in his tight blue jeans and David idly ran the palm of his hand over the growing 
bulge. 


Slowly the sounds began to grow, David's lust rising with them and he gave his clothed cock another squeeze. 
Despite never having found another man attractive, there was something about the one downstairs that was 


drawing David in. Maybe it was the permanent smirk. Or the threat of danger that hung over him. 


David kicked his jeans off and grabbed a pillow from the head of his unmade bed. The blind was still open and 
David could just about see one of the trees that stood on the pavement. The sound of cars driving up and 


down the road only excited him further and, wrapping his hand around his cock, he gave himself a long stroke 


as he knelt on the bed. 


The grunts and moans from the room below grew louder and David gasped softly. He should have felt ashamed 
at thinking about what the redhaired man was doing. Instead, he felt nothing but pure lust, the sensation 
swirling through him. He straddled the pillow and stretched his lithe body along the bed. Instinctively, his hips 
began to rock, pressing his hard cock against the soft, cool material. In his mind, he could see the redhead 
standing at the end of the bed, his long, thick cock in his hand as he looked at the young man sprawled before 
him. Pulling his knees beneath him, David offered his virgin ass to the imaginary man behind him. 


There came a deep, guttural groan from the apartment underneath him, sending a shudder down David's spine. 
Driving his dick back against the pillow, he began to rock faster. The bed began to creak, the headboard tapping 
against the wall as he let out his own, quiet volley of moans and sighs. He felt as though he was in heaven 
with his own orgasm rolling closer. Wrapping one hand around the headboard, David pulled and pushed as he 
furiously rubbed himself. His head was swimming with images of the man from downstairs. Strong hands were 


wrapped his hips and the man's large cock was entering him time and again, making David squeal and moan 
Fuck, yeah, Stacy. Show me your ass, you dirty girl Thats if, rub yourself, you filthy girl 


The words that filtered up to him just pushed David closer to the edge. Sweat dotted his slim back and his 
thick, blonde hair was plastered to his face. Burying his face into the bed, he pressed himself down against the 
pillow and moved his hips in tiny circles. His cock was throbbing and aching for release. It had been a long time 


since he'd had a good orgasm. How long? Days? Weeks? Before he finished school and moved to LA? 


A groan left David's lips and he heard the bed in the room below creaking. The tapping vibrated up the wall 
and, in his imagination, he could see the redhead thrusting, his strong thighs pushing him deeper into the 
person he was fucking. David desperately wished it was him. He wanted to savour that. Wanted to feel 
someone's dick buried deep inside of him. Wanted to be stretched and filled and called a whore. 


As the creaking of both his and the other man's bed grew louder so David began to rub himself harder. His 
hips rose and fell, his ass raised in the air before pushing back down against the large pillow. It was something 
he'd never tried before yet it felt amazing, driving him crazy and pushing him every closer to that moment of 


sweetness. 


Yeah, Stacy, you filthy slut. Show me how much you love my cock. 


The grunts grew into growls and deep, husky filthy talk. David imagined that it was him under that tall, lean 
body. He could feel the burn as his body prepared itself. When a growl of fuck yes floated up to him, his body 
stiffened and his cock throbbed as he spilled himself against the pillow. David continued to rock, his head 


swimming as he drew out every last second of pleasure. 


Panting, he dropped to the bed. Reaching behind himself, he ran a hand down his slender back and wrapped his 
hand around his plump ass. He was going to offer himself to the redhead and see what happened. 


Red Cheeks 


It had been a long time since he'd last had a spanking. David couldn't pinpoint when the last time his pert little 
ass was exposed but there was a sudden desire to bend over and feel a firm, strong hand against his rear. It 


was a thought that made his cock twitch in his too-tight jeans. 


The apartment was empty and he'd sadly seen the redhead from downstairs leave, presumably to go wherever 
he went during the day. David was annoyed that he was still to approach the other man. Deep down, he was 


sure that was what was fuelling his need to feel some kind of delicious punishment. 


Placing the wooden spoon on the bed, he arranged the pillows along the end of the bed before he kicked his 
jeans off. He chose to keep his shorts on and, with his heart thumping in his chest, he bent over the end of 
the bed. The pillows were soft against his stomach, his shorts teasing his hardening cock. 


David stood for a moment, his feet flat against the floor, as he contemplated what he was going to do. He'd 
certainly never felt this way about discipline before. Yet, as he'd grown a little older, the idea of being across a 
man's knees and receiving a hand across his exposed ass did strange things to him. He'd found himself dreaming 
of it and jerking off to his new fantasises. In his dreams, he'd seen the redhead from downstairs wrap a hand 
around his shoulder and haul him into the bedroom. There, David's jeans had been ripped down and he'd been 
pulled across the other man's thick thighs. He'd been lectured about his bratty behaviour before the other 


man's large hand had begun its assault on his upturned bottom. 


Moaning softly, David squirmed against the pillows. He reached behind himself and ran a hand over his ass, 
cupping first the left, and then the right cheek. He gave them both a hard pinch, his moans becoming louder as 


the pain warmed his skin. 


Hooking his fingers into the waistband of his shots, David lifted his hips and eased them down to the tops of 
his thighs. The sensation of soft cotton whispering over his skin made him shiver and groan, his anticipation 
growing. Again, he reached behind himself and stroked his now exposed ass. His skin tingled beneath his touch 
and, in his mind's eye, David could himself presenting his ass for the man downstairs. He could hear the other 


man's appreciative words as his large, strong hands worked over David's plump globes. 

David wrapped his hand around the wooden spoon and held it. It barely had any weight to it, the wood warm 
against his palm. But he knew that it would leave a searing sting. His thumb played over the handle, feeling the 
imperfections and his heart beat a little faster. 


"| need this," he murmured to the imaginary redhead. "| need you to do this, Daddy." 


He stroked the spoon over his upturned ass, letting out a soft groan as the implement touched him. It felt 
good and made his cock throb against the pillows. 


Lifting it, David brought it down against his supple flesh. The pain was instant, warm and stinging, and David 


hissed. He did it again on the opposite cheek, clenching his eyes shut as the sharp pain flared through him. 
"More, please, Daddy," he hissed. "Give me more. | need you To do this to me." 


There was something about being bent over and on show that fuelled David's desires. He could feel his eighteen 
year old body reacting in ways he never thought possible. Already there was a small pool of pre-come on the 
pillows, his cock spreading the silky liquid every time he pressed himself against the bed. His mind played over 
what would happen with the redhead, seeing how the other man would hold and touch him before David spilled 
his seed against the other man's thighs. Something that would earn him another spanking and another, more 


powerful, orgasm. 


Again and again, David lifted the spoon and brought it down against his presented ass. With every slap, he 
pressed himself back against the bed, his hips raising a little as he hissed and mewled. The sound of the wood 


cracking against his flesh was sharp and clear, ringing off the bedroom's walls. 


"What will you use on me, Daddy?" he asked. "Spoons? Your hands? Canes? The belt from your jeans? | want 


you to use it all, Make me your boy.” 


With his arm beginning to ache and heat radiating from his ass, David stretched himself across the bed. He 
dropped the spoon in front of his eyes and, for a moment, he lay still, savouring the feeling of his beaten ass. 


His cock demanded release and David pouted as he gave an experimental rock. 


"You want me to touch myself, Daddy? Want me to feel how red you've made my ass? | can already feel it. 


I've been feeling it for the past half an hour while I've been over your knees." 


Picking up the spoon, David once more went to work on his already warm ass. He parted his legs a little and 
paid attention to the soft skin of his inner thighs. The swats grazed past his tight balls and little rosebud 
entrance and David let out tiny cries of pain His eyes were beginning to smart with tears and he wondered if 


the redhead would reduce him to crying and sniffling. 


Yet the pain did nothing to quell the fire that burned in his groin. More spanks covered his ass and tender 
upper thighs. With each one, David arched hips and kicked his legs, ploughing his throbbing cock back against 
the pillow. 


"Oh, Daddy," he purred. "Keep doing that. You're going to make me come." 


David could feel his head swimming and a warm sensation settling over him. He was drifting to a place he didn't 
know, a place that was filled with happiness and safety. He gave himself several hard smacks, the sound 


crackling around the room. His voice followed, growing louder as he called to a man he didn't yet know. 


Would the redhead spank him for pleasure or punishment? Would David enjoy them as much as he was 
enjoying what he was doing to himself? He hoped so and his stomach clenched at the thought of being with a 
man who loved him yet didn't fear taking a hand to David's ass. 


Standing on tiptoe, David ground down on to the pillow. He continued to pound his ass, the pain intensifying with 
every strike. He could feel the redness and heat. Could feel the pain lighting every nerve. David's cries became 


louder still, his eyes clenched shut as his orgasm closed on him. 


With a final spank to his sensitive, plump sit spot, David trembled and came. His seed soaked the bed as he 
rocked on the balls of his feet. The cloud of pleasure descended over him and David lay still as he began to 
return to Earth. 


It was several minutes before he could stand. Still holding the spoon, David kicked off his shorts and walked to 
the full length mirror that stood in one corner of the room. His reflection was one that told a story of 
pleasure and happiness. Turning, David looked over his shoulder and took in the reflection of his ass. His ass and 


thighs were a sizzling shade of red, the marks of the spoon evident. 


David smiled to himself and proudly ran his free hand over his burning skin He needed to tempt the redhead 
up to his apartment and David hoped that the sounds he'd made was every excuse the other man needed. 


